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.If snyspot on the globe can be found where
«n spring has lost the sweet trick of making her-
oharmiug, & eynio in search of an opportunity
for some such morose discovery might thank his
baloful stars were chance to érift him upon Green-
polat. Whoever oamed the pluce 1 past duys must
bave dous so with a doubls sutire; for Greenpoint is
\not & point, nor 1u It ever green. Years ago it
‘began by being the slaggish suburb of a thriftier
amarger suburb, Brooklyn. By degrees the
[ broadeued into & huge city, and soon ita
‘pelghvor village stretched out to 1t armaof strag-
/gling huts sod swampy river-line, 1n doleful wel-
To-day she affiliation is complete. Man
/has said let it all be Brooklyn, and it is all Brook-
But the sovereign dreariness of Greenpoint,
Nike an snpropitiated god, still remains. Its melsn-
holy, its ngliness, its torpor, its neglact, all pre-
‘sorve an unimpaired novelty. 1t is very mear
| Wow York, and yet in ustmosphere, suggestion,
'ﬂnl:lty. it is leagaesswsy. Our noble city, with
magniticent maritime approaches, its masl-
Shronged douks, its lordly encircling rivers, s
majesty of traflic, its gallant avenues of edifices,
its lona assertion of life, and ity line promise of
giper culture, fadss into & dim mewory when you
Jave toncbed, after only & briel voyage, upun this

dorlorn opposite shore.
1:. Charon rows you across, thongh your short trip
t0o often the most funereal associations, You
passags in & squat little steamboat at either of
eastern ferries, and are lucky if & hearse with
3ta eatellite conches should fall to embark in your
‘pompsay ; for, curiously, the sno enlivening fact as-
ls with Greenpoint is its close nearncss o »
2 Roman Catholic cemetery. It is doubtful if
%he unkempt child wading In the muddy gutter
over turns its frowsy head when these dismal ret-
ynues strcam past him. They are always stream-
¢ past him ; they are as mueh a vart of this lazy
m a8 the big, ghostly geese that saunter
cross its fll-tended cobblestones, the dirty guats
$hat nibble st the placards on its many dingy
fenoces, or the dull-faced Germans shat plod its
sewl-paven streets.  Death, that is always so bitter
is commonplace, has here becewe a glaring trite-
moss, Whatched, along the main thoronglifare,
‘from porches of liguor-shops and windows of tene-
"ment-houses, desth has perhaps gained a sombre
larity with not p few shabby guzers. It rides
I state, st a dignified pace; it has followers, too,
:lill.l:ll deferentially behind it. Bometimes 1v has
‘martis] musie, and the pomp of military escort.
Life seldom bas any of this, In Gresupoiat. It
‘eaunot ride, or rarely. It must walk, and straln to
keep its strengtih even for that. One part of 1%
drudges with the needls, fumes over the smoky
stove, sighs at the unsppeasable baby; another
part takes by dawn the little dwarflsh ferry-boat
-~ and hies w0 the great mstrupolis across the river,
returning juded from Iabor by uightfsll. Ko
‘wionder, here, if death should scem to possess not
merely 8 monrnful importance but s gloomy advan-
.~ fage ma well, or if for these tollful townsfolk phil-
oeophy hud reserved iteelf, and instead of the paths
of glory leading to the grave, it should look na if the
Immlounﬂ-ﬂu to somo soct of peculiar

and comfortable glory.

Bus Greenpoint, like a hardensd consclence, still
has hor repestant surprises. Bbe is not quite s
thing of sloth and pemury. True, the broad strest
fthat laads from steamboat o cematery is lined with

bomes, und the mourners who ure so incos-

r borne along 1o Calvary must see little else
Iﬁll besr-sellers standing slippered and coatloss
Beslde their doorways, or thin, pinched women
with the venders ot Wickly groceries, But

ons may find by wiroets lined with low

woollsn dwelliugs that hintof neswtness wnd sug-
#t & better gradsof living. A yellowish drab

Mricklnof rain between their tawny nauun.:h::
Mired wilh the dumb desire to be white and
""""-. Beant gardens front them, edged with s
yarda of ornsmental fence. Their high Lase-
windows stare wt you from a foundation of
h:‘ "rm&hﬂym::: thelr
ploturesque ; when you look
down toward (he river, sxpecting to fesl
o T, freshed
by its glesm, you are “w:"“ in

'ﬂﬁmrﬂ and uloop:
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was an Fuglish-
~ Ian by birth; thirty years bad pussod since

" landed on thess shores. He hdmmhm
umm;mm He was then only
& -twenty. Heo had sprong from s good
 Sonstey family, bad beea ftted at Ftoa for Oxford,
8l had seon one year st the famed Univermty,
- sharp financisl dissster had everiaken his
i v Fruncls wasa

‘seamed to weaken. Chicanery had made nun 1ts

sport, Five ssparwte trmes hoe had been swiudled
‘meroilessly by men in whom he had reposed im-
plicit faith, Thers had lain hisrock of ruin: he
was always reposing impliclt faith in everybody.
His life had been one long pathos of ever-credulity.
He conld think,'reason, reflect, analyzs, but he was
{ncapable of doubting. A fool could have decelved
him, and nsturally, on repeatsd occasions, knaves
had not founa it difienlt. At fifty-thres his last
hard-sarned suvings had been wormed from him by
the last plansible seamp. And now he bad socepted.
himself as the favorite of misfortane: over the
glow of his spinit disappeintment had ecust its dall-
ing spell, hke ihe deop film of ash that slieathes a
spent smler. He had now one aim—to keep ns
wife and child from indigence while he lived, aud
one despair—that he could not keep them from in-
digonce after ho was dead. But his really lovely
optimism still remained. He Lad been easentially
wmisble and complaisant in all interconrse with
his kind, and this quality had not lost a ray of its
tine former lustre, With ample excuss for the
worst cynic feel:ng, he continued a gentle yet nn-
conscions philanthropist. There was somethiug pite-
ously sweot in the obstinacy with which he atill
saw ouly the bright side of humanity. His delicate
n had grown more slim; his rusty clethes bung
abont him with a moaruful looseness; his oval
face, worn by worriment, had taken keener lines;
bus his large blae eyes still kept their liguid sparkle
and kindled in prompt unison with his alert
smile. The flaxen growth that liad always fringed
his lips and chin with clondy lightness, bad now
becoma of a frosty gray. Seen passingly, no one
wonld have called him, us the current phrass goes,
agentlowan, His wearied mien forbade the sug-
gestion of leisure, while his broadcloth spoke of
long weur and speedy purchase. But a close gnaze
might have cauglt the unperishoed refisement that
still olung to him with aad porsistence, and was ovi-
dent in such minor effects of personal detail as a
glimpse of cleavly linen about throat and wriss, 8
cheap yet careful lnstre of the often jaded boot, a
eultare amd purity of the hand, oreven a choice
nicety of she finger call.

He had marriea after reaching these shores,
and his marriage’ had proved auuther test
of misplaced confidence. His wife had been nand-
some whon & young woman, and she had become
Mrs. Twining at about the wge of five-and-twenty.
She was personally quite the epposite of her bride-
groom ; she was an inch taller than he, and had an
aquiline face, splendid with a pair of very black
syes that she had rolled and flashed at the other
nex since early girlhood. Bhe had rolled and flashed
them a4t ber present husband, and so conquered
bim. She was & good inch taller than he, and
lapse of time had not diminished the difterence
ince their upion. She had been extremely vulgar,
as Miss Jane Wray, when Twiniog had marnied
her, aud shis was extremely vulgar still. She had
first met him in s boarding-bouse m East Broad-
way, whera Twining had sccnred aroum on hin
arrival from England, At this period East Broad-
way wore only a wauing grace of gentility : some
fow conservative nabobs still lingersd there, ob-
utinately defying plebeian inroads. Its roomy brick
msnsions, with their arched, antique doerways,
deveid of any vestibule, their prim-rulled stoops
that guessed not of ormate balustors, and their
many-puned, thin-sashed windows where plate
glass bad never glittered, wess alreaay invadea hy
{nmates whose Teuton names sud convex noses
prophesied the social deciine that must soon grasp
this ouce select purlien. Jane Wray was neither
(Jerman nor Hebrew; she was American in the
Jeast pleassnt sense of that word, both as regards
parentage and breeding. Sbe was an orphan, and
the reciplent of surly charity from anprosperoas
relatives, Sle wanted very greatly to marry, angl
Twining bad seemed to her a golden chance. There
was much about her from which he shrank; but
she ocontrived to rouse his pity, and then to lure
from him & promise which he wonld have despised
himsalf not to keep.

The suceesding years had brought bister mutnal
disappointments. Mre, Twining bad belleved
firmly in her hasband's powers to scnnd the horn of
luck and slay the giant of adversity. Buot he had
dononoither, and it now looked ua if his bones wers
one day to bleagh along the rosdway to sncosss,
She hecame an susters grumbler, forever pricking
her sweet-temnpared lord with a tireless little bodkin
of reproach. Her wulgarities had sharpened; her
wit, always aruel and souts, had tipped itsalf with
a harshor venomn and fledged itself with a swifter
feather ; her bright, coarse beauty had dimmed and
soured ; she was at presont a gaunt olderly female
with square shoulders and bard dark eyes, who
flang earcasms brosdeast with a baleful iiborality,
and scemed forever standing toward her own
destiny in the sititude of a person who has soms
large unsettiod claim against a nelarious goveru-
ment.

Claire Twining, the oue child who had been born
of tlhus {ll-assorted murrlags, was now ulneteen
yoars old. She beroa striking likeness to her
father ; she possessed his Llue oyes, a trifle darker
i shade, his broad white forehiead, his slopung del-
ienoy of visage, and lus erect though slender {rame.
From him, too, had come the sunny quality of her
saile, the gold tiuts In her chesinut hair, the fine
symmeotry of hands and feet. Rather [romn asso-
clation thas beredity she had caught his kindly
warmth of manner; bat in Claire the cordial im-
pulse was far less spontaneous; she had her bisck
list of dislikes, aund she took people on trust with
wary prudence. Hers spoke her mother's share in
the girl's being, as it spoke nlso in & certain distinct
chisslling of every feature, that suggested a sofi-
enad momento of Miss Jane Wrar's girlish counte-
nnooe, though Clatre’s culoring no more resembled
nor mother's of pasttime than wild-rose is like
poony, or pastel like cliromo, But there wus one
more muaternal imprint set desp within thia girl's
usture, not to Le thinned or marred by nuy stress
of events, snd productive of a tralt whose develop-
ment for good or i1l 1s the chief ‘cause that her life
bus here been cbronicled. The birthright was &
perilous one; It was a heritage of discontent; lts
tendency was perpetual longing for Letter environ-
ment, for umpler share 1n the worla's good gifts, for
higher pluce in its esteem aud stronger claim to its
boed. Bat what in her mother had besn ambition
almost as orvdely eager as a boorish elbow-
thruss, was in Claire more decorons and interesting,
like the push of & fragile yst determined Land
through a sullen crowd, In both cases the dissat-
intaction was something that 18 peculinr to the
woman of our lund snd time—a desire not to try
#ud sdorn the sphere 1n which ahe is burn, but to
try and reach @ pew sphers held as more snited for
her own adornmeut. Yet Claire's restioss yoarning
lacked the homely grosaness of her mother's; it re-
flected » finer Hasb; It was notall cut from one
ploce ; it bad ite sabtlety, its enthusiasm, sven its
Justufication. It wus not & mere stubborn hunger
for advancement; it was (in this ecarly siage, at
least) & wish to gain advancement by the passport
of prover worthiness, She did not want the air to
list ber away from nated surroundings, but she
wanted wings that wouold turn the air her willing
ally. 1t was wnat her father hud made ber that
touchea what her mother lud made her with a
traly postic tenderncss. By only s little proyder
cvrve of the neck sad = little happier fulness of the
:::m'uﬂ the dl::uqul swap from considsr-
commonp kindred. Someth
" ing lke

this
43 beuison of differencs Lad fallen
1

Clronmstances, t00, had fed the potency

difference. Clalre bad net been ::-.a 1.:’.'::
mother. Whan she was ""mddhlmu
wore living ina tioy brick houss near the Kast
River, among New-York suburbs, Bus Claire had
besn seat $o n amall school nearby, kept by & dim,
worn lady, with au opulent past and s most preca-
rions presant. She had studied fer thres yoars un-
der this lsdy's capable cure, and had lost notning
by the epportmnity. Her swift, apt mind had de-
lighted her instructress, whoss name wad' Mry,
Carmichasl, Claire was remarkably receptive ; ahe

| had moqaired withons sseming effors. Mrs." Car

michsel wasene of she many ladies who sttem
the edusasion of youth without either mun:

by reeurring memories of a

mzum.u Her alight body,
gt o E. a h o

befare Claire's precocious guestionings. She knew
all that she knew superficislly, and she soon be
came fearful lest Clalre shoaid pierce, by a sort of
adrolt ignorance, her wvencerof scademic sham.
She had » narrow little peaked face, of & prevalling
pink hue, s though 1t were being always bathed
m some kind of sunset light! like the rosy aftor-
glow of her own perished respectability, Her
nervous, alert bead wasset on = opmirof sloping
shouldurs, and she wore its sparse tressesabaped
into roulades and bandeaus which had un amatenr-
ish look, and seemed to imitate the deft handiwork
of some long-departed tirewoman, Ehe carried her
small frame with oreob Importunce, Bhe was
always referring to vunished friendships with this
or that potability, but time and place were so
fgnered 1n wkess voluntesred reminiscences as to
make ber allusions acquirs & tender mythic grand-
our. Cimire had watéhed well her teacher's real
and native elegance, and she haa set thisdown ns s
solid fact, Perhaps the child had probed her many
barmless falsities with equal skill, As for Mra.
Carmichael, she wou'd sumotimes pat her pupil ou
the cheak nnd pralss ber inno weak terms. ot §
wish that I had only known yon a long time ago,
my little laay,” she wonld say, in her serene truble
voles. “I would have bronght you up ss my own
dear ohild, for I never bad = child of myown. 1
wonld have given yon apluco in the world to be
prond of, and have watohed with interest the
growch of your fine mental abilities, surronnded by
those puor lost friends of mine who would Lave
delighted in so clever a girl as yon are,"”

“When you speak of your friends aslost, Mrs
Carmichael,” Claire had once replied, * do you mean
that they are all dead now 1

At this question the lady slowly shook her head,
with just enongh empliasis not to imperil the mod-
ish s1chitecture of her looks,

“ RBome of them arv dead, my dear,” she mnr-
mured, with the least droop of each pmk eyelid,
“ bnt the rest are much too grand for me st present,
They have quite forgotten me.” Hers Mra, Car-
michasl guve o quick, fluttered oongh, und then
tonched the tips of her close-pressed fingers 1o the
edges of her close-pressed lips,

Claire privately thonght them very chnrlish
triends to have forgotien anybody so high-bred and
winsome as Mrs, Cormicbael. And she publicty
expressea this thought sl supper the sawe evening,
while shosat with ber parentain asmall lower
room opening directly off the kitchen: A weary
maid, whose face flamed from the meal she had jnst
cooked, wun patiently servirg it. Mrs. Twining,
who had lent no light hand toward the Monday’s
washing, was in the act of distribating a semewhat
meagre beefsteak, which fate and an incompeteut
rapge bad conspired to cover on Loth sides with »
layer of thick, sooty black. Mr. Twining was wait-
ing to get a piece of the beefateal ; he did not yet
know of its aisastrous condition, for a large set of
pewtar casters rearsd its nneouth pyramid between
Limself and the maltreated viand; bot althongh
such ealamities of cookery wers not rare to bis
board, he was putting confidence, as usual, in the
favors of fortune, ana preparing himself blandly
for a fresh little stroke of chagrin.

Outside it was miudwinter ausk, and a beak
wind was blowing from the ive-choked river, pale
and doll aoder the sharp stars, COne-hundred-and-
twelfth-st. was in those years s much wilder spot
than pow ; its buildiags, hike its flag-stonss, wers
capricious incidents; dts boon of the elevated rail-
road was yet undreamed of by capitalista; you rodo
to it in languid horse-cars from the remete centres
of commerce, npward past parapets of virgin rock
where perchod the hnt of the squatter, or wastes of
houseless highway where even the sapiring tavern
had not dared to ploneer. Mr. Twining had just
ridden hither by this laggard means, and he was
tired and hungry ; he wanted his sapper, a little
valoed chat witn his beloved Claire, .und & caress
or two from the child as well. After theso he
wanted a fow hoars of rest before to-morruw re-
dawoed, with ite hom-drom austeritics,  One other,
thing he desired, and this was s bLleasing * mose
ofton desired than sttained. e had the wish for a
peaceful domestie interval, as regarded his wife's
deportment, between home-soming and departare,

Bat to-nlght it bad been otherwise deereed, Mix,
Twinlng's falnt spark of unate warmth wos never
roused by the contact of suds. Monday was her
Any of wrath; yon might almost have fancied that
ahe had nsed u Wit of her superfinous soap 1n vainly
trying to rub the rust from her already tarnished
Lopes,

The small room whers the trio sat was void of
auy real cheer. A pigmy stove, st one side of it,
stooa fuel-choked and pearly florid in hue, From
this a stromg volume of heat eugulfed Mra. Twin-
ing in its opprossive spell, but lost vigor before it
reached her hashand or Claire, and loft the eorners
of the apartment so frigid that » gannt sofa, ofl
where the light of the bLig oil lawp could ouly
vaguely touch it, took upon lta shppery hair-eloth
surface the sasy semblanes of tes. Two windows,
not fashioned to thwart the unwomted bittorness
of the weather, were drapod with nothing more
resisiuut than a pmr of oanvas shades, gorgeously
plelorial in the full light ot day, when syn by the
passer who seldom passed. Uheso shades were of
similar demgns; In justios to Mrs. Twining it most
be told that they had been rented with the bouse,
On snch & plamed gentloman 1 s gondola held
fond converss with a dishevelled ludy in a baloony,
The eonception was no less Venotian in meaning
thun viclous in exeention; but to-nlght, for any
vhservant wayfwrer, such presentments of suuny
Italy, whilo viewed between blotohes of wan frost
that erasted the Intorvening panes, must have ap-
peared doubly conuterfeit, Still, the chief discom-
fort of the ehamber, just at present, was o layer of
brooding eold that lay along tts floor, doggodly 1n-
exterminable, and the sola approach to regularity
of temperature that its four walls contained.

1t had made Cluire gather up her foet toward the
top rang of her chair, and sliver once or twies, but
it hud not chilled the pretty gayety of her childish
falk, all of which kad thus far Leen addressed to
her {ather.

“ And so yon like Mra, Carmichacl, my dear!”
Twining had sald in bis smooth, cheerful yolee,
& Woell, I am glad of that."”

“ Oh, yoa, I like her,” replied Clairo,with a slight,
wise nod of ber head, where the clear guld of yoath
had not yet given way to the biown-gold of maid-
euhosd. “ Bub 1 think it strange that all her fioo
fricuds have dropped off from her, That's what
sho told me to-day, fother; truly, she did! Why
don't they eare for her any moro? ls it bocanwe
ahie's poor and Lias to teach little dunces like mo | ud

Twinlag's fernioe blue oyes seanned the rather
dingy tablecloth for a moment. * I am afruld it is,”
he sald, in & low voioe, pressing betwoen his
fingers n bit of ill-bakel bLread that grew doughy
at u tonoh,

Mrs, Twining ceased to carve the obdurate beof-
steak, though still retalning ber hulil on the horn-
hundled kuife and fork. She lifted her hewd so
that it quite towered above the formidable gronp
of eastors, and looked straight at hor husband,

# Don't put false notions into the child, Franels,”
alis wald, each word seeming to strike ths next with
a stocly click. *You'rs always doing it. You
know noiling of whore that woman camo from, or
who she is."

Twining looked at his wife. IHis gaze was very
mild, “1 only know what she has told me, June,”
ho said.

M, Twining Jsughed and resumed the oarving.
Her laugh never went with asmils; it never had
tho least concern with mirsh ; 1t was nearly always
8 presage of lrony, as an oast wind will hlow news
of storum

“Oh, cortainly; what she's told you! That's
you, all over! Supposeshe'd told you she'd been
Lady of the White House oncs. You woulan't have
believed her, not you! Of course not [

# What is » Lady of the Whits House 1" saked
Claire, sppealing to her father. Bhe waa perfootly
accustomod o these safirio outbursta on her
mother’s part; thoy Lelonged tothe home tireie |
she wonid have missed thom 1f shey had ceassd ; it
would huve been like s removal of the hair-oloth
sofs, oraa accldent to ons of the lovers on the

window shadea. e which

disregarded question,
wasa rare sol with him; he nsually hoard ana
heedsd whataver Claire had 10 say.

N Ploase dou't apsak hard things ot Mre. Car )

michasl,” he npswered his wife. ©Bhe's really a
poraon who has seen better days.”

b Botter duys!” echoed Mra. Twining. * Well,
then, we oughit to shake hands, I think she's just
the plainest huwbug 1 ever saw, with her enntinual
Vbrag about allered circumstancea. Bat I'll take
your wordl for it, Francls. The next time I see her
T'lltelt her we're tellow-unfortunates. We'll compure
our * botter daya’ together, and calc’late whe's seen
the mont.”

Twinlng gavo s faint aigh, andlooked down.
Then be raised his eyes sgain, and a new spark lis
their mildness, Something to-night had made him
lack tis old patient tolerance.

“I'm wfraid Mrs, Carmivhuel would have much
the louger list,” he said.,

“0Oh, you think se "

“1know so,”

Mrs. Twioing tossed her head, The gloss waa
still un her dark hair, whoss gray threads lLad yot
to comws, luter, in the Gresnpoink days. Bhe was
still, as the phrase goes, u fine figure of & woman,
Her black eyes had not lost their fire, nor her form
its imposing fulvess. She ralsed herself a Little
from ber chair, as ahe now spoke, und in Ler volos
there was the harshness that well fitted her bris
tling, aggressive mien.

“Oh! yon know so, do you 1" she said, in hostile
undertone, Thon her next words were considerubly
londer. “ But I happen to know, Francls Twining,
ELsquire, who and what / was when yon took me
from s comfortable homs to lund me vp here at she
end of the world, whers I'm lncky if I can get hold
of yesterday's newspaper to-morrow, and oross over
to the cars withous leaviug a shoe behind me in the
mud !

The least flush bad tinged Twinmng's pale
cheeks, He had looked very steadily at his wife all
through this speech. And when be now spoke, his
voiee made Claire start, It did not seem his,

* You were a poor girl in u third-rate boarding-
house when I married you,” he said. * And the
boarding-house was kept by relatives who disliked
and wanted to be rid of you. [ don’t see how you
have fallen one degree lower since vou became my
wife. Dutif yon think that you have so fallen, I
Leg that youn will not forever taunt me with idle
kneers, of which 1 am siek to the soul!”

Mrs, Twining rose from her chair, Her dreas was
of some dark-red stuff, and us the stronger light
siruck ita woof the wrath of her knit brows seemed
to gnin a lurid augment.  She had grown pale, and
a little mole, just an inch or so to the left of her as-
sertive nose, had got & new clearness from this
eause, Bhe did not speak, at first, to her hushand,
She addressed the fatigned and heated mmd, who
walted to hand Twining his share of the doleful
beafsteak—in this cage a true burnt offering.

“You can go into the kitehen, Mary Ann,” abe
said, with tones that had a kind of rumble, like the
beginning of a large thunder-peal, before ity threat
has become fury. *“Bee to the range, you know.
Dump all the coal ont, and then sift it.”

Mary Ann went uneasily toward the door. 8he
understood that this order thinly masked a com-
mand for her absencs, Mrs, Twining slowly turned
her head, and followed the poor factotum with hor
kindlsd Dblack eyea till she had quitted the room.
Then she looked with stern directness at ber hus-
baud,

“I've stood a good deal from you,"” she said,
pitching her voles in & much shriller key, * but
1 aln't going to stand this, Francis Twining, and it's
time 1 told you so.”

Twining rose. He did not look at all
angry. There was & wenry distress on  lhis
face, mixed with an unhabitual firmness,

*What have yon stood 1" he aaked.

* Belng brow-beat by yon, sir, because I seo fit to
talk out my mind, and ain't the weak-spirited
gooss you'd like to have me!” retorted Mra
Twining, all rage and outery,

“ 1 don't want a quarrel,” said Twinipg, calm as
marble, “ God knows | don’t, Jane! But the time
has come for me to speak plainly. I have never
brow-beaten you. It has been quite ths opposite,
I havealready borne too much from you for the
sako of peaco, But no peace springs from that
course. 8o now [ mean to try another, You and [
must live apart, sinee wo can’t agreo.” e turned
to Claire, at this point, and reached out one hand,
resting it on the girl’s head. Lot our child choose
which of us ahie will go with,” he added.

Claire stacted up, sprang to her father’s side, and
nestled herself against Lim, oatehing one of s
hands in both ber own and drawing his arm about
her neck, She was trembling with what seemod
sudden fear as sbe looked up inte his face,

“ Father,” sho eried, *1'll go with yeu ! 1 couldn’t
live alone with mothor, If you go, take me with
you! Promise—please promise! Mothar ian's good
to we a bit. 1 ocouldu’t live alone with her. Bhe is
cross nearly sil the time, when yon're not here, and
she struck me yesterday, and she often does it, and
1didg't ever tell you before, because I knew it
would trouble you so to know!”

These words were spoken in a high, pleading,
plaintive voice. The child’s sad littlg secret had
been wrung from her by shéer terror of desertion.
Thers was no accusative resentment in ber tones;
she might have goue on for a long time hiding the
truth; ithad leapt to her lips now only in the
ahapa of an impetuous argument against the dreaded
chanos of being left behind, should her father's
meuace of departure become fact. Mra. Twining
moved from her own side of the table to whore her
busband and danghter stood. She looked persist-
ently at Claire during this action, and had soon
drawn very close to her,

*Yon sly young vixen!” she exclaimed. Her ory
had u busky note, and she raised oue hand, It wae
plain that she meant wicked work to Claire, Twi-
ning pushed Claire behind him, quick as thought,
and seizod hin wife's haod while it fell, He had
grown white to the lips. His clasp was not ., weak
about the wrist whioh he still retained, He did not
appear at all like n man in s passion, but rather
like ona fillad with the resolve which gets new
sinew from excitement. *You shall never strike
that ohild again,” Tben he released his wife's
wrist, and balf turned, putting his arma ronnd
Claire, while she again nestlod at his side, “I will
do all I ean for you,” ho went oun, *“but neither she
por I sball live with you after to-morrow, It was
bad enough to have you make things hard for me,
but you shan’t apoil her with your own coarsonass, '
The next moment he turned to Claire, wrapped heor
still more fervently in both arms, and kissed her
twieo or thrioe on the uplifted forehond.

Mra. Twining stood quite still, for a short while.
Slie was watohing ber husband intently. Some-
thing new in him had revealod itsell to her; it
blunted the edge of hor anger; sho was unpropared
for it. Personal defiance in Twining might merely
have quickened her own long-petted senss of
grievanes, which had grown morbidly dear, as we
know, But a frosh experience fronted her; she
found herself ropolled, so to speak, by the revolt of
an insulted fatherhood.

It was o very serious rebellion, and.ahe felt its
forve. Past conceasious from her husband gave the
maanuro of his present mutiny, He had never been
humble to her, but he had ylelded, and sbe had
grown more used than she rsalizod to his pliant
complaisance, This abrupt change shoocked her
with an sctual fright. Hor ready littie body-guard
of taunts and mnnneandoss flad hor usaal summons.
Tha deapot stood dessrted ; not a janizary was loft.
She saw, in quick, startled perspective, her own
future, nucompsnioned by the man whoso sup-
porting nearness her bitter gibea had so often
slighted, But apart from merely selfish causes, a
thrill of human regard for hor child and ths father
of her child lent frosh acoent to alarm, It was hike
the tromer wrought In a slack harp-string. or one
rusty with disuse, but it was still a definite vibra-
tlon.

8he snooumbed awkwardly, like most overthrown
tyrsnts. Tears would havelooked incongruous had
they loft the ohill black of her eyes, just as thore
are climes of so fixed a rigor that thaws raok in
them as phenomens. But her brows met In a per-
Mkanhlhﬂnnmdmmﬂlm
s flurried upward gesture with both hands, receding
sovoral steps. When aho spoks, which she promptly
did, her native idlom forgot even the slight gard
of ochange that marriage sud nicer association had
‘lent If, and stood forth, stripped by agitation, in

oy s, Fiaaekil” she exsioimed, * you ain' |

yonr supper, and stop bein’ a fool!”

falking as if yon was & sane
quit your lawful wifo,

own young one’s ears? Why, that oan
the nira of any six when she's & mind to.
punished her half enough.

These chronicled words bave the effect
rather bald commonplace, 16 is trne; but to
the man and the child who heard them an appre-
hensive whimper, a timorousdilation of the eyeball
and a flarried quiver about the severe mouth were
nccompanimentsa that held piercing mgmificance.
Such tokens from their domestic autocrat meant
sutrender, and surrender was hard for both Twining
and Claire to join with past impressions of rule and
away, of command and observance, from the very
source which now gaye forth their direcs opposites.

Both father and danghter still remained ailent,
Claire’s head was still nestling against his breast;
Twining's arms still clasped her slight frams, a8 be-
fore. Neither spoke. But Mrs. Twining soon spoke
again, and she moved toward the door as she did so.

* Oh, you won't set down, eh 1” she inquired ; and
there was now a sullen fright both in her maoner
and tone, * Very well. Mraps you'll eat your sup-
per when I'm gone. I've always heard crazy pee-
ple must be bumored, Besides, 't isu't safe, with so
many knives and forks roond.”

After that sbe left the room, going upstairs into
the little Lall above the basement, whore she could
have seen her breath freeze if economic reasons had
n;l. kept the lank, pendant gas-burner still unlight-
e

8he Lhad beaten a positive retreat. Her exit bad
been a distinet concession. Twining tarned his
gaze toward the vacant threstold after she had
passed it, as if he could not just realize the unwont-
od hinmility of her leave-taking.

“Qlawre,” he said, agam kissing the child, while
she yet clung to him, * yon shduld have told me be-
fore that your motber struck you. You shouid have
told me the first time she did it.” He embraced her
still more closely. Since she was s baby he had al-
ways treasured her, and now that defeat and disap-
pointment dealt hima such persistent strokes, his
love grew deeper with each disastrousyear, Claire’s
presence in his life had ganed a precious worth
from trouble; it wus the star that brightened with
sweelor force agaiust a deepening gloom.

He leaned down and slowly passed Lis lips along
ber silky hair, just where its folds Howed off
fromone pale temple. ' Ob, my little girl,” hesaid,
in nvoice whose volume aud feeling bad both
pluinly strengthened, “1 hope that happy days
are in store for you! Ishalldo my vest, darling.
but if I fall don't blame me, Don’t blame me!”

He appeared no longer to be addressing Claire.
He had lifted his head, Both lus arms engirt her
as previously, but his eyes, looking straight before
him, were sombre with meditation,

Claire gazed up into s face * Father,” she
eried, *1shall be happy if I am always with you!
Dot look like that, Please don't. What does it
mean 1 1 have never sesu you so sad before. It
frightens me. Father—you are so strange and
different.” He smiled down at the child as her
high, pained appeal ended ; but the smwile soon fled
agan ; a gloomy agitation replaced it. Bhe felt
his clasping arms tremble,

“ Yon caunot always have me,” be answered. “I
love you very much, my little ope, but some day I
must leave you; my time will have come, and it
may come while your life is yet in its first flower,
Then I want you to be wiser than L Listen to
what I say. Iam ina dark humor now, but it will
soon pass, for I can't help being cheerful, as you
know ; there’s a good deal more sun than shadow
in me. But just now I am all shadow. I feelas if
Ishould never be successful, Claire. That is a
queer word to your young ears, Do you recollect,
when I took you for that one day to the country,
last suunmer, how we set out to climb the large hill,
and were sure, at starting, that we should reach its
top? But bhalf-way up we grew tired aud hot;
there was no breeze, and the way was rough ; so we

sat  down, dido't we, and rested, and
then went hbome? you have mnot for-
gotten? Well, sunccess means to do what

you set out for, darling. It means to climb the
hill—not to get tired and go home. That is what
everybody is trying to do.  But only a few of us
ever reach tho top. Aud to reach the top means to
have many good things—to be like the grand peo-
plo who were once Mrs, Carmichisel’s friends. Do
you understand, Clatre 17

“ Yea,” said the child, Her lips were parted. A
gloom had cloaded the blue of her oyes; they
soomed almost black, and two unwonted gleams
plerced them, She was alarmed yet fascinated by
the real sorrow in her father's look, and by his nn-
familing speech, with its fervent speed and bitter
nog.

[ ahall never gain the top of the hill, Claire!”
Twining went on, * Bomething tells me so now—
ta-night, To-morrow I shall be changed. I shall
turn hopeful again. [ shall go climbing along, and
plek myself up stoutly if Istumble, But remember
what I tell you to-night. In my heart, iittle girl,
there 1s & great fear. I am afrald I must leave you,
when I do die, poor and helpless. We are always
helpless when we are poor, But you must not lose
courage, There is one thing a girl can al-
ways do if she has beauty and wit, and you will
bave both, She can marry, In the years of life
loft to me, I shall strainhard to make you a lady.
I am & gontleman, My father, and his father, and
bis father, too, were all gentlemen, It is in your
blood to be alady, and a lady you shall be. But
your mother’—— Here he paused. Even his
raw sense of wrong, and the precipitate reasoning
pative to all passion, forbade his completing the
last sentence,

] know what you mean, fatber,” said
Claire, who bad mot lost the signid-
cance of & word, and whose mind would

have grasped subtler discourse than the present.
She spoke falteringly, and turned her oyes toward
the deserted table; and then, with her shaken,
tragic little voice, she lapsed into the prose of things,
slipping over that edge between the emotiozal and
the ordinary whose unwilling junction makes the
clash that we like to call comedy,

# Father,” she said, “plesse sit down and eat your
supper, It's getting cold, Plesse do!”

This is not at all an mdex of Claire’s thonghts,
for they were then in astorm of dread and misgiv-
ing; but sbo shrank from the changed aspect of ono
known and loved 1n moods widely different. She
seiged, as if by a fond ioatinet, the most ready
means of re-securing her father as she had first
found him and had always afterward prized him,

But ber attempt was vain. Twining's arme
only tightened abont her frail form. Like all with
whom outburst is rare, his perturbation worked to-
ward a climax ; it wounld brook norepression. There
are eraters that keep the peaco for many decades,
bul in spite of that their stored lava will not be
cheated of the eruptive chance.

%0 it was with Twining. He trembled more tha
ovor, and his chesks were now quite hueless. “1
want you to do all that I shall leave undone,
Clmre!” he exclaimed, with voluble swiftness. *I
want you to conquer a high pluce among men and
women. Ba eool and wary, my daughter. Don't
live to serve solf only, but push your olalma, enforce
your rights, refuse to be thrust back, never malke
false stops, put faith i the few and doubt the
many. Remember what I am saying. You will
nond to recall it, for you must start (God help you,
little one!) with all the world against yom!:
Yes, all the world against you , .

A sudden gasp euded Twimug's words, His em-
brace of Claire relaxed, and he staggered toward
the sofa, which was just behind him, Ashe sank
upon it, his eyes closed and bis head fell sideways

1 One hand fluttersd about his throat, and he seemed

in straits for breath, Claire was greatly terrified.
8ho thought that to be death which was merely &
trausient pause of vitality. The rough gust will
bow the frailer tree, and T'wining, weary in mind
and body, had made too abrupt draughts upon &
temperament far from robust,

The child uttered a piercing ery. It summoned
the proseribed Mury Aon from exile in the neigh-
boring kitohen ; it was heard and hesded by M.

chamber, Yet, be- |
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ber conduct there was now a sombre acl
ment of curtailed authority—an underourrent
coneesaion, occasionally rather faint, it s trus, a
yet always operative,

During the next year the family deserted One-
bundrea-and-twelfth-st., for & now place of abede.

that went from him, bowever, ho was paid ouly a
tithe of is rash investment. One day helearned

his proposed benignities, and a little later came the
drear discovery that his miraculous potion was
merely an unskilful blending of two or three come
won specifics with s many popular nervines.
Mesnwhile the hslcyon promise of bettered for-

ters. For ssveral months he set his housebold gods
within apartments on the second-floor of & shapely

portsnce, The very tone of his apholstery bespoks
a distinet rise in lifs, Thore was not a bair-cloth

replaced the dark awkwardness of stoves;

were sn abolished ovil; to sup on burnt beefstoak
hldmﬂ a shunned memory, “bm
now dined at 6 o’clock each evening in a
room, whers they had a small table all to
selves, and ate a repast served in courses, with &
distinot air of fashion, if not always cooked
the loftier methods, Here they met other

l

for the Twinings, and its effect upop Mrs. Twinng

clutch the new favors of fate with a aungled greed
and distrust, Bhe was like one who erushes
thirstily between his lips a luscious fruit, won by
theft, and thought to be watched with the intent of
quick seizare,

She had already quite lost falth in anything
the permanence of her husband’s good fortune.
better make hay while the sun shines,” she
exelaim, with a burst of langhter that had, as
no tonoh of mirth in it. *Lord knows when
end. I'm sure I hope never. Don't think
oroaking, Gracious me, no! But even the Five
Points won't seem so bad, after this They say
avery dog bas his day, don’t they, Francis? 8o, all
right ; if mine's a short day, P'll be up and doing
while it lasta.” 1

8he was uudoubtedly up and doing. Bbe carried
her large frame with a more assertive majesty; she

saiizp

tion; she had a little quarrel with a fellow-lodger
of her own sex about the prevailing fashion in bon-
nets, and said so many personal things during the
contest that her adversary, who was & person with
nerves, retired in tearful disarray. On meres than
one Bunday meorning sbe induced ber husbaud to
walk with ber along Fifib-ave, sand “ses the
churches come out.” At such times she would lean
upon his arm, grandly indifferent to the faot thak
her stature overtopped his own, and stare with ner
savers black eyes at all the passing phases of cos-
tume. It is probable that the pairmades
grotesque picture on these ocoasions, since all that
implied refinement in the man's face and demeanor
must have acquired & fatal stamp of insignificanes
beside the woman’s pretension of carriage and raw
sprucenessof apparel. But Mra. Twining was making
her bay, as she has told ws, while the sun shons,
and it is hardly strange that she should not be eriti-
cal as to the exact quality of her crop, A good deal
of rough experience in the woes of dearth and
drouth had, naturally, not made h:r s fastidions

harveater.

Claire, meanwhile, had begun to feel an if'whe
dwelt on quite s new sort of panet. Her environ-
ment bad lost every trace of its former duluess. Ifs
neutral shades had freshened iuto brillisnt and ex«
citing tints, Little Mra. Carmichael, with her hoard
of memories stowed away lke old brocadesina
soonted chest, had herself faded off inte & memory
as dim as these. Claire had of late bscoms one of the
pupils in s large, well-reputed sohool, whers she
metgirls of all ages and characters, but seemingly of
only o single soclal rank. The academy was super-
intended by a magnificent lady in chronio black
corded silk, whosee rich rust ¢ was heard for s good
minute before sho entered each of ber various class-
rooms and held bits of whispered converss with the
instruotresses under her serens sway. Her name was
Mrs. Ar-ularins, snd i fine rhythmieal polysylla~
ble seomed to symbolize the dignity of its owner's
slow walk, the majesty of her arched noss and gold
oye-glasses, and the white breadth of her forehead,
from which the gray tressea were rolled backward
in high solidness, with quite a regal effect of hatr-
dressing. Thialady was the direct contra-type of
Mra. Carmiohael, It was widely recorded of her
that she bad once been & gentlewoman of indepen~
dent wealth, had chanced upon adverse times, and
bad for this reason becoms the propriotressof a
school.'But she had made her graud friends pay the
penalty of her misfortunes ; she had the
art of using them as an ad
ture at sell-support. She bad
hundred-and- and
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that the humans chemist hud fled from the scensof

tunes had induced Twining to secure casier quar-

brown-stoue residence in a central side-street. This =
was really & decisive move toward greater soclalim~

sofa in bis pretty suite of chambera, mm :
was tufted and modishy one or two glowing grates

was no less obvious than acute. Bhe seemed to

aired one or two fresh gowns with a loud osteuta=




